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FASTOLF.                 0 day of woe !                        [Lionel enters.

Look, what a sight awaits you, Lionel!
Our General expiring of his wounds !

LIONEL. [Now God forbid!    Eise, noble Talbot!   This
Is not a time for you to faint and sink.
Yield not to Death; force faltering Nature
By your strength of soul, that life depart not!

TALBOT. In vain !    The day of Destiny is come
That prostrates with the dust our power in France.
In vain, in the fierce clash of desp'rate battle,
Have I risk'd our utmost to withstand it:
The bolt has smote and crush'd me, and I lie
To rise no more forever.    Eheims is lost;
Make haste to rescue Paris.

LIONEL.                            Paris has surrendered

To the Dauphin : an express is just arriv'd
With tidings.

TALBOT [tears away his bandages].

Then flow out, ye life-streams ;
I am grown to loathe this Sun.

LIONEL.                                 They want me !

Fastolf, bear him to a place of safety :
"We can hold this post few instants longer,
The coward knaves are giving way on all sides,
Irresistible the Witch is pressing on.

TALBOT. Madness, thou conquerest, and I must yield:
Stupidity can baffle the very gods.
High Eeason, radiant Daughter of God's Head,
Wise Foundress of the system of the Universe,
Conductress of the stars, who art thou, then,
If, tied to th' tail o' th' wild horse Superstition,
Thou must plunge, eyes open, vainly shrieking,
Sheer clown with that drunk Beast to the Abyss 1
Cursed who sets his life upon the great
And dignified; and with forecasting spirit
Forms wise projects !    The Fool-king rules this world.

LIONEL. 0, Death is near you !   Think of your Creator !